CHAPTER    FIFTEEN
GREEK   BUCKETEER
ETERNALLY, it seemed, one came back to Rome, and to tl eyrie in the Via Sistina. The fluid front in Southern Frani was disappearing as the allied armies joined to form continuous moving line from the Channel to the Swi frontier. The Daily Telegraph already had several corr spondents with the British and American forces in Franc and I thought it better to return to Italy. Those wl moved the pawns about in London agreed, and I flew bac from Lyons.
Public Relations had moved into a large barrack-lil building, and I entered upon another period of corresponds as a base-wallah, at a long distance from the front. Tl performance in the Press room would have caused any san visiting outsider some surprise and perhaps amusemer There was a little square hole in one wall through which coj was handed to the censor, who, after coping with it, passi it on to the transmitting room.
The agency men, or women, manoeuvred their tables close as possible to this aperture. Every morning, at i uncertain time, Nigel Dugdale, with a beaming smile, wou come in with a pile of stencilled papers. These were copi of the day's bulletin with the intelligence summari attached. "Come and get it," said Nigel, The agen< wallahs would make a wild rush to "get it," plash back their typewriters, rattle off a few sentences and thi scramble to be the first to push the copy through the he in the wall. If one gained a beat of a minute over riva! it made the day for him.
Fortunately, I was not so anxious about minutes.   IV problem was to put flesh on the bare bones of the bullet the intelligence reports.
348led upon a summarv «-\fe»ifIMU nf the Milicc. The corpses lay in a rou and tt was horrible. I ti away in deep disgust. I did not Know what tinnientio crimes these men had commiUri}. hut the manner ••!' end revolted me, Som«"h«*w, t'r«»nt that tnnment, I enthusiasm for our projeefed trip to Paris.
